Pen & Ink Writers’ Group Meeting
April 20, 2026

Word: Obsession

Confessions of a Hoarder
by Vicki Elberfeld

However much I wish otherwise, I am not the equal of other human beings. Why?
Because I harbor a certain shame, a shame that makes it impossible to be open to and feel
accepted by civilized people. The outside of my house is beautiful. My more than generous
neighbor mows my lawn, shovels my snow, eliminates my weeds, and trims my trees and bushes.
And the ranch house I inherited from my folks blends in beautifully with the rest of the
neighborhood. But once one leaves the outside and goes inside my house, it becomes
immediately apparent that any claims I may have on being a part of civilization end, for my
house is a complete and total disaster.

I often ponder whether I am a stage 4 or stage 5 clutterer. I guess I’'m not a 5, the highest
stage, as my house isn’t collapsing from the weight of all I’ve been collecting, and so far it hasn’t
posed a health problem. The stairways and doorways aren’t blocked and I generally get around to
laundry, but I do have pests such as moths and fruit flies, and there’s likely mold. Whenever I tell
friends I can’t let repair persons in because of the clutter, they don’t seem to get it. They say
repair folks are used to messes, but my friends haven’t exactly seen my messes because I don’t
let anyone inside anymore. But suppose I have a health problem and need to go to the hospital?
The paramedics would undoubtedly injure themselves by tripping over stuff on their way to save
me, and all of us would have to be admitted to the hospital. Sooooo, I guess I’d really better do
something about this mess and not waste more time.

BUT GODILOVE TV!

Anyway, many nights I spend on my living room couch, sitting, staring at my clutter,
seriously considering whether I should work on my German or put it off and just write while
watching TV. It’s hard to justify watching sitcoms for hours and hours unless I’'m multitasking
with something else. I don’t really want to be a couch potato, but watching television is a given
and German is a given; writing and cleaning clearly aren’t, as they’re the activities I
procrastinate on the most. Is it even remotely possible that cleaning and writing could also
become givens? Why can’t [ motivate? I want a clean house. I want to be able to have a friend or
two drop by and not die of total mortification. As for writing, I only get that done eventually
thanks to external deadlines. And I can complete an essay much, much faster than I can clean my
house.

Bags. Why do I keep so many bags? Perhaps my brain thinks if only I can locate and
possess the right containers, then and only then can I control and contain my clutter, and bags are
potential containers. The paper bags can be divided into whole and usable versus partly ripped
but clean and therefore recyclable; although recycling likely feeds my hoarding, my reluctance to
have anything I’ve ever touched be destroyed. I find it difficult to adhere to the recycling rule,
“When in doubt, throw it out.”“ And then there are the plastic bags which I’ve learned I can only
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recycle at special places like Jewel grocery stores, though as I rarely shop at Jewel, the plastic
bags generally just sit around among the rest of the clutter, and I feel guilty if I just put them into
general garbage. It’s very, very, exhausting to stare at my clutter, especially since I feel that
someday I really will be compelled to expend energy removing it.

I’ve always been a clutterer. When I was a kid, I sat at one of those small desks anchored
to the floor. This desk opened on the top, and I could store things within. I always stored more
than the desk could comfortably hold though, and sometimes it overflowed so that I couldn’t
even close it. Some days my teacher kept me after school to clean it out along with two or three
other kids with the same problem. It embarrassed me to have to stay late while the teacher helped
us decide what to throw out. And at home, Mother was always nagging me to clean my room.
Whenever I announced something fun [ wanted to do, she’d say, “First clean your room, and then
you can fingerpaint, eat a snack, play tag with your friends....” Mom also told me if I wanted to
play with my toys I had to put them away afterwards. She seemed almost proud when she
regaled my aunt and uncle on how I held out for weeks not playing with my toys because I’d
concluded it simply wasn’t worth having to put them away after I played with them.

This is so, so sickeningly frustrating. It seems that no matter how much I do, how much
energy I expend, how much garbage I drag out to the curb, or how many paper bags full of
newspapers, metal cans, and magazines I recycle, I emerge exhausted and the exact same amount
of clutter seems to always remain. This task is truly Sisyphean and it seems there’s nothing I can
do to actually reduce the size and scope of my mess before fatigue sets in, I become completely
devoid of energy, and I simply have to throw in the towel (although I won’t exactly throw the
towel away either). I fear [ may, in the not too distant future, wind up like the famous hoarding
Collyer brothers in New York. The healthy brother, Langley, died of asphyxiation when debris
and books fell upon and trapped him. His brother, Homer, both blind and paralyzed, succeeded
him in death a few days later, after Langley could no longer deliver life-saving food and
hydration.

HiH

Obsession (and I don’t mean the perfume!)
By Carol Karvon

If you wave at me and I act like I don’t know you it’s probably because I don’t. You may have
mistaken me for my more outgoing obsessive twin, Jess. I’'m Tess and definitely not OCD, at
least I don’t think so.

Being twins Jess and I share a lot of common experiences and even feelings but she’s always
been a little obsessive and sees problems where there actually aren’t any that I can see.

We often get mistaken for each other and at times it can be embarrassing like in school when the
teacher mistakes us for each other. Our mother has insisted we be placed in different classes
whenever possible but still some people get us confused with each other.

I usually take it in stride and find it amusing. Not so Jess. She’s convinced others mistake us on
purpose. I've asked her why she thinks that is but she can’t seem to find a reason. Thus, I think
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it’s part of her obsessive nature and she suspects everything she can’t explain. She never seems
to be able to relax her vigil and is constantly on guard.

One of Jess’ obsessions might even be called paranoia. She can conjure up things that don’t
exist, at least not to me. Some times when we’re walking together, she’ll insist someone is
following us. She’ll grab my arm and pull me into an open doorway or a store to take shelter.
She’ll insist we take evasive maneuvers. I usually look around and don’t see anyone. When I try
to tell her there’s no one following us, she gets upset and insists I’'m wrong and not seeing the big
picture. She sometimes tells me since she is my older sister (by 5 minutes!) it’s her duty to
protect me, her little sister. I know she means well and really takes her perceived responsibility
seriously.

Besides the fear of being followed, Jess sometimes leans toward being a germophobic. She’s not
totally obsessive about germs to the degree she’s scrubbing her hands all the time. She tried that
in the past and ended up with very dry, sometimes bleeding hands. I know it takes an enormous
amount of willpower now for her to ignore the urge to wash her hands all the time.

She still does her laundry excessively, even if she’s just tried something on and taken it right off.
Our mom has tried to reason with her using valid criticism about the wear and tear on the washer
and dryer and even on the cost of detergent and the water bill. Jess’ solution is to get a part-time
job to cover the additional cost of her laundry expenses. So that’s where that stands these days.

Our mom has thrown up her hands and just lets Jess cope with the laundry issue in her own way.

And, I won’t even mention how many times Jess checks the doors to make sure they are securely
locked. I must admit I check them once or twice myself but not to the same degree as Jess. You
can’t be too careful about the doors, right?

If she hears of anything bad happening around our neighborhood, she revs up her surveillance
measures and even calls friends and relatives to alert them to possible dangers lurking “out
there.” It’s not enough to listen or watch the newscasts, she is also on a neighborhood watch site
and if anything happens even remotely close, say even several miles away, she takes if very
seriously.

I know this makes my sister sound very strange and I don’t mean to make fun of her. She is who
she is and I accept her for the good and caring person she is.

I think sometimes she is too caring for everyone else and not enough for herself. In some ways
to some people, it might be comforting to know someone is always there watching out but to
others it might seem nitpicking and intrusive. I’m not of either mind. To me, she’s my twin
sister and I love her. To be perfectly honest she relieves me of doing the worrying myself, but at
a great cost to her own peace of mind. Luv ya, big sis!

HiH

Citizen Tommy
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By Dennis Johnson

I was out in my front yard and parkway picking dandelions with my weed plucker. An arduous
task because the roots seemed to be a little bit deeper than the year before. And as I was on my
knees attempting to extract another one of these pests, I heard a meow and a very familiar one. It
was Tom, our number one crusader against the vermin that plague us from time to time in our
neighborhood. Yes, Citizen Tommy was around again. [ hadn't seen him in a couple of weeks and
I quickly went into my kitchen to retrieve my Friskies Party Mix just for him. And he always
likes it when I give him four of them.

Before that I hadn't seen him for about 2 months. We wondered where he was. The family that he
belonged to said that he might have found a new place to live. It seems sort of unfair. They took
him in as a kitten, gave him all his vaccines, and took him to the veterinarian when he got
banged up with fights from other cats. He had a place to stay across the street and sometimes he
would stay in his little bed for a couple of days at a time, sleeping things off.

But our black and white officer of the neighborhood has a reputation that reaches beyond the
limits of Portage Park. His owners told me that he cleared out their back yard of the rats that
were pestering them. It seems that he was taking care of our side of the street as well, like it was
an obsession. Tommy killed rats on my property a number of times. One early morning he was
standing on a milk crate in my west garden watching the corner of my garage. I brought out
some treats for him, but he did not pay any attention to me. He was zeroed in on the corner of my
garage. I don't know the outcome of that morning. Another early morning when we were going
to Indiana, I saw him in the front of my neighbor’s house with a rat in his mouth.

But I have heard from other neighbors that have seen him in other parts of the Northwest side.
One neighbor saw him as far away as Old Irving Park.

So is Citizen Tommy a legend in his own time? Or is he just an ordinary cat doing his job? I
think the former! The End.
HitH

Obsession
By Edward Schfeler

A common motivation onto obsession is
GREED.

This excessive desire for more than what
one needs

With intensive research on commodities

I took an adventure, but foolhardy calculated risk.
Relying on a (4 to 1) leverage in speculation
over ten years
Accumulating a modest five million.
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Then suddenly the price plummeted
abruptly.
The victim of margin calls I lose everything.

In retrospect such a failure
is a Blessing in disguise,
Dispensing of the fathom called
GREED.

As the compliance onto sufficiency denotes
reasonable expectations,
Given to relief and elation.

That a State of Fulfillment can rest in
the trust of what is reliable.

As would such an attitude be complacent,
No longer concerned with such effects of irrational fixation.
Indeed, the sun rises, then sets regardless to
conditions beset upon gains, failures and losses.

To settle in the comfort of an easy chair,
as I gaze out the window, observing a quiet
neighborhood before me.

While sipping from a large mug of hot chocolate.
While my cat sleeps in the bedroom upstairs.

HiH

Kingblade
By Mark Moe

Lancelot read aloud the Celtic inscription etched on the front of the Kingblade, “Solas
Nontende” and the Kingblade left his hands and began to hover in the midair. It started to spin
around 360 degrees slowly in a clockwise fashion. The Kingblade stopped facing northwest and
shot off like a golden arrow leaving a visible golden light beam for the Knights to follow.

“The Kingblade has found a worthy candidate for our King. We must follow it. Knights
change back to your host form, so we do not draw undue attention to ourselves,” Lancelot
ordered. The six Knights ran back to their SUV, got inside as Lance drove after the golden beam.
They noticed the beam moved from being low to the ground to high above the treeline making it
easier to follow.

“It is like following a rainbow to the end with the pot of gold waiting as a prize,” Eileen
commented.
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“The only thing that concerns me is that we have no aps to follow it accurately. I know
you are from London, Lance but do you think you know the roads well enough in the countryside
to keep from getting lost and follow the Kingblade to where it is going?” asked Summer.

“It is a question of faith, and I trust completely in King Arthur’s spirit. Based on the
direction, it is heading into the edge of the city. I should be good. Let us see where he leads us.”

About twenty minutes later, the Knights found the Kingblade hovering in front of a
residence. It was apparently waiting for the resident to return. As the Knights exited the SUV,
Schnee ran up and checked the address on her phone.

“This house belongs to Kristoffer Evans. Do you think that is whom the Kingblade is
waiting to arrive?” asked Schnee.

Before Lance could respond, emerald-green magic formed a solid barrier around the
hovering Kingblade and a middle-aged man pulled into the driveway driving a red, sporty,
two-door sedan. He got out of the car looking at the six college-age people and the
emerald-green crystal thing floating in the air.

“Who are you people and what is that thing?”

Lance responded, “Sir, my name is Lance Vance, this is, Korben, Dante, Eileen, Schnee
and Summer. What I am about to say will sound crazy. We are the Knights of the Round Table
and inside that floating crystal is the Kingblade which picked you to become King Arthur. My
Knight, Lancelot communicated to me that the emerald magic is from our sworn enemy Queen
Morgana trying to stop you from fusing with the Kingblade.”

The man replied, “Wow! That is quite a story. My name is Major Kristoffer Evans. [ am a
pilot in her Majesty’s Royal Air Force, or at least I was until my retirement earlier today. I have
been having a vision of you six and that thing while I was at work. I thought I was going crazy.
Glad that I am not. Since I do not currently possess magic, but you do, I would suggest you six
be the answer to this situation.”

Lance laughed and responded, “I see why our King chose you because of your keen
mind. Knights attack that crystal!”

In an instant, the six Knights transformed and began attacking the crystal with magic
slashes from their longswords. Visible cracks appeared in the crystal until they stopped to inspect
the damage. It began to shimmer and all the damage disappeared.

Lancelot responded, “I thought this might be a problem, but I have an idea. My Brother
Knights, as much as [ am loathe to do this, we must put our King’s new host in danger.”

He turned to the Major with pepper-gray hair and piercing blue eyes and said, “My dear
Major Evans, the only way we might free King Arthur is to attack you directly forcing King
Arthur to use more power to get past Queen Morgana’s crystal magic. There is a risk that it will
kill you and we will be right back where we started. I must now ask for your consent to try this
dangerous idea.”

Major Evans responded, “Go for it. I see this is important.”
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The six Knights surrounded Major Evans and attacked in a simultaneous fashion. As all
six blades almost made contact, the emerald crystal containing the Kingblade exploded in a
million pieces from golden energy surging from inside. The Kingblade fused on the Major’s right
arm instantly transforming him into King Arthur, and he absorbed their magic slashes with a
simple wave of his hand. The new King Arthur in his golden, glowing full plate dragon armor
and crimson cape looked over at his brother Knights in silver armor and responded,

“Thank you, my brothers. Queen Morgana has always held an “obsession” for destroying
Camelot and more in particular seeking my own personal destruction. What can anyone expect
from a crazy half-sister, right?”

Lancelot asked, “My liege, where is your sword, Excalibur?”

King Arthur laughed and held his right hand out and yelled, “To me my sword,
Excalibur!” A golden flash of light shot from the horizon and landed in his waiting hand. He
attached the scabbard to his waist and drew out Excalibur. The distinctive ring of the magical
blade echoed as it was drawn forth. The silver blade glowed with a golden aura.

King Arthur stated, “Allow me to show you something interesting, my brother Knights.”

He held aloft Excalibur and in a golden flash King Arthur and his six Knights
disappeared and then another golden flash the group appeared by the ruins of a medieval castle.
The structure consisted of only a few stones partially unearthed, overgrown vegetation
everywhere, and the remains of a faded dirt path.

Percival spoke first, “My King, I know this place. There is no doubt, it is Camelot or
what remains of it.”

“Indeed, but let me show you something else,” King Arthur replied. Golden energy
poured in large waves from Excalibur taking the remains of the structure and reconstituting it
high in the air. Camelot was rebuilt as a floating castle two miles above the original location
complete with parapets and crimson banners with the dragon emblem emblazoned upon them.

“Welcome home, my brother Knights!”
HitH

Food for Thought
By N. Stewart

“Good morning, Katie. Sit down and I’ll make you toast. Wait, where are you going?”

“I haven’t time for breakfast. I’'m working on my senior project for school. See you later.”
“No, you will sit down. You need to eat something to start your day out right.”

“I’ll get something at school. Bye,” said Katie and hurried, walking out the door.

“I don’t know where her mind is these days, probably on graduating,” she said to her other
daughter. She doesn’t stop to eat with us, too busy, I guess. She’s always been a finicky eater.”
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Julie said, “It’s not that she is finicky, she doesn’t eat at school either.”
“What did you say?”

“She doesn’t eat lunch at school either. She sits with her girlfriends and that creepy guy and
doesn’t eat. None of them eat. She wants to be part of the “in” group. Haven’t you noticed that
she is skinny?”

“No, she always has layered clothing that look too big, but I thought it was a phase she was
going through. Is there anything else I missed and need to know before I talk with her later this
afternoon? I don’t want you to divulge any secrets between sisters, but if it is of a heath concern
then I need to know.”

“You probably haven’t noticed because she is clever at hiding it, but she pushes her food around
the plate or throws it away when she clears the dishes from the dinner table. The lunches you
pack are in the garbage can at school. She may eat an apple, but never a cookie or the bread from
the sandwich. She drinks water but only in limited amounts. Her clothes are hanging on her now.
She seems confused some of the time, and she told me her grades are dropping. She is always
checking in the mirror to see how she looks and sticking out her tongue, making ugly faces at the
mirror. She doesn’t seem happy. And that guy is a piece of work. He tells her constantly how fat
she looks and he likes girls that are thinner. He complains about how much she eats when she
does eat something at the cafeteria table. I’'m worried, Mom.”

“I am, too. I obviously haven’t been paying attention. Thank you for telling me. I won’t say you
told me about any of this. I will talk with Katie this afternoon when she comes home. You’re
okay, aren’t you?” Julie nods her head. “Good. Now, off with you and have a great day.”

The day went by fast and much thought was given to the discussion about eating disorders. The
door opened and Katie came in. “Katie before you start your homework this afternoon, I would
like to speak with you. You missed breakfast this morning and that’s wasn’t the only time you
skipped it. I sense that something is wrong and I think we need to talk. Come sit with me and
have a cup of herbal tea.”

“Mom, I have a lot of homework. Can we talk some other time? I’'m all good.”

“No, we will talk now. Come here,” said her mother, giving Katie a hug. “Tell me what is going
on? Is it your new boyfriend that is causing you trouble?”

“No, he’s not my boyfriend. It’s casual but I like him, and I’'m hoping he will ask me to the
senior prom. But I don’t seem to be able to please him. Am I fat? He says I am. He says I eat too
much. I have been trying to lose weight. Everything you make is putting pounds on me. Look at
me. [ am so fat, [ can’t stand myself,” she says, breaking down in tears.

“Honey, you are not fat; you look too skinny. Your clothes are too big on you now and they
awkwardly hang off you. No one has the right to shame or make fun of you for what you eat.
You are a normal, healthy, young growing person. You are active and not overweight. This eating
could become an obsession, leading to illness. Are you having trouble sleeping at night? Are you
confused, or dizzy at times? Ever feel cold or weak?”

“All of the above, Mom. What’s wrong with me?”
“Nothing, Honey. Tell me about the guy that tells you treelined are fat.”
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“I really like him. He’s cute and seems to take an interest in me. We walk down the hall together
after English class until we get to his locker. He tells me that I am cute and he likes me but that I
needed to lose a few pounds before he will date me. I lost weight but it never seems to be enough
for him. He still tells me I’m too fat.”

“I wish we had this talk sooner. You are being influenced by someone that doesn’t care about
you, but only cares about himself. He’s very selfish. He is not worth the effort. You are who you
are, not who someone else wants you to be. You are enough.”

“Of course you’d say that, you’re my Mom, you have to say that.”

“I say it because I love you. I will do anything in the world to protect you. Is he worth the
sneaking around and being hungry all the time only to be told that your effort was not good
enough? You want someone that encourages you, likes you, enjoys being with you for who you
are not how much you weigh. Where do we go from here? How do you want to move forward?”

“I get it, Mom. He doesn’t really like or care about me. I’'m starving myself for no reason. I will
deal with him tomorrow. Tonight, I would like to eat a normal family dinner, enjoying every
morsel of your food. I’'m very hungry.”

“Okay, set the table for dinner and then go do your homework. Thanks for being honest.”
Hith

Obituary for Maria Teresa
By Sherry Avila

Obituary for MARIA TERESA aka MARY THERESA AVILA PABON
Born: May 6, 1937 Died: March 26, 2026

Maria Teresa aka Mary Theresa Avila Pabon, age 88, of Orlando, Florida and formerly of
Chicago, Illinois passed away on March 26, 2026.

Mary Theresa was born on May 6, 1937 in Chicago, Illinois to her parents Maria Teresa (Nee:
Alvarado) Avila and Francisco Mozqueda Avila Parocua who had four children:

Mary Theresa; Former Commissioner of the Metropolitan Water Reclamation District of Greater
Chicago Manuel Frank (Sherry) of Chicago; Plumber and CNA Richard of Pinellas Park,
Florida; and Industrial Engineer Daniel of Chicago.

When her parents divorced, her Grandfather Jose Merced Alvarado assumed responsibility for
her Mother Maria Teresa and Mary Theresa and her three brothers in addition to her mother’s
sister Librado “Lola” (Nee: Alvarado) Carvajal and her three children Helen,

Nick, and Carmen. At one time, her Mother Maria Teresa was also the caretaker for all three of
her then young step-sons Richard, Russell, and Robert who lived in the same home with them.

When her father married again, she gained her Step-Mother Pat Metzger and her three
half-brothers: (now deceased) Navy Submarine Commander Nuclear Engineer Richard; retired
Electrical Engineer Russell (Liane) of Maricopa, Arizona; and former Owner and Chef of the
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Baccidue Restaurant in Waukegan and Truck Driver Robert (Diane) of Chicago. She never met
her adopted out Avila brother discovered through “23andMe” Bruce (Anne) Schermerhorn of
Plainwell, Michigan.

Mary Theresa attended Jefferson Grammar Chicago Public School, First Immanuel Lutheran
School, Saint Matthew Lutheran School, and Ebenezer Lutheran School where she graduated
from 8th Grade in Chicago. She graduated in 1955 from Harrison High School in Chicago.

Family always came first for her. As the eldest sibling, Mary Theresa assumed much
responsibility supporting her family financially as well as in many other ways. She helped her
mother take care of her Grandfather Jose Merced Alvarado who lived with them and died of
cancer in 1964.

Mary Theresa got her working experience by observing and helping her mother Maria Teresa
who served as a Precinct Captain for the 5th Precinct of the 46th Ward as well as the 1st Ward
and 22nd Ward. From early on, Mary Theresa served as an Election Judge in Chicago. She
worked at the Richard J. Daley Center for the Clerk of the Circuit Court in Chicago.

Mary Theresa married Angel Antonio Pabon-Molina, and their only son Antonio “Tony”

Pabon was born in 1958. Mary Theresa and Angel divorced. Demonstrating her strength and
resilience, she was a loving and devoted “Single Parent” making sure that her son Tony attended
good Catholic Schools Mt. Carmel Catholic Elementary School and Quigley Preparatory
Seminary, Chicago. Mary Theresa was a loving and very devoted grandmother to all three of her
beautiful, educated, talented, gifted Granddaughters who were born in Florida: Danielle,
Alexandra, and Grace.

While working full-time, she and her mother helped raise her nephew Rick Avila whose
mother Judy Higgins passed away in Chicago. Mary Theresa and her son Tony and her brother
Richard and his son Rick lived with their mother and helped each other raise their sons.

Mary Theresa Avila Pabon has 19 nieces and nephews. Frank Avila, Sr.’s children: Frankie,
Quinn, and Audrey; Richard Avila, Sr.’s son: Richard Avila, Jr.; Daniel Avila, Sr.’s

children: Caroline Rose, Brandi, Daniel, Jr., and Robert; Richard Metzger Avila, Sr.’s children:
Twins Elena and Richard, Jr.; Russell Metzger Avila, Sr.’s children: Penelope, Russell, Jr.,
Twins Richard, and Roger; Robert Metzger Avila’s children: Amy and James; and Bruce
Schermerhorn’s children: Bridget Gregory, Miles, and US Marines Major Noble Francis.

She hosted many of her nieces and nephews who came for summers or other holiday visits to
their home in St. Petersburg Beach, Florida and some including Frank Brant and Daniel, Jr. lived
with them. They all went on many trips to Walt Disney World, Universal Studios, Sea World,
Busch Gardens and more.

Mary Theresa and her brother Richard were devoted caretakers for their mother who passed
away February, 2004 in Florida.
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Mary Theresa was the only one of all her siblings who spoke fluent Spanish. Her Father
Francisco who played Bass Fiddle in a band for seven years in Las Vegas at the Golden Nugget
inspired his talented only daughter Mary Theresa to play the piano. She loved gardening as much
as her father Francisco who gardened on three lots, and she grew many beautiful roses and a
variety of other plants in her gardens in Chicago and Florida. She deeply loved her dogs Bart,
Eddie and Chewie.

Mary Theresa worked for the Pinellas Marine Institute (PMI) as their Office Manager in Florida.
After her son Tony graduated from Loyola University with his degree in Political Science; while
still working full-time, she studied Nursing at St. Petersburg Junior College where she served as
Class President and spoke at her own graduation as a Registered Nurse. She worked as a nurse
at Saint Anthony’s Hospital and Bayfront Medical Center in St. Petersburg as well as serving as
a Hospice Nurse in Pinellas County.

Mary Theresa will be remembered for her deep devotion and dedication to the Alvarado-Avila
family; loving parent, grandparent, and aunt; caretaker for others; master gardener; love of her
dogs; intelligence; value of education; value of music; linguistic ability to communicate in
Spanish and English; and her incredible resilience and strength. She will never be forgotten.

Mary Theresa Avila Pabon’s Wake was held Friday, April 10, 2026 from 5 pm to 8 pm at
Memorial Park Cemetery, 5750 49th Street North, St. Petersburg, Florida 33709.

A Funeral with a Catholic Mass was held Saturday, April 11, 2026 at 1 pm at the chapel of
Memorial Park Cemetery, 5750 49th Street North, St. Petersburg, FL.

Her burial was held Saturday, April 11, 2026 at 2 pm at Memorial Park Cemetery, 5750 49th
Street North, St. Petersburg, FL. Her grave site is Section 5, Division L, Lot 7
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